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Author's Notes: 
The idea for this came to me, while | was listening to the latest \"The Rasmus\" album and the song \"Save 
me once again\" and thinking about the last time | met the former Bassplayer. 


The combination and the conversation we had was all | \"needed\" to come up with this. 


Just to let you all know: 
This is my first time writing anything in English :D 


b am. 


| was still awake. 

Tossing and turning in the big bed. 
All alone. 

| checked my phone. 


He hasnit even called. 


Disappointment flooded me. 


Once again he was out the whole damn night, drinking, having fun with his friends and | was the idiot staying up 
and waiting for him. 

Why the hell did | do it over and over again to myself, knowing very well he would not be home until the dawn 
or even later, when | was already gone for work. 

| knew how he would be once he was back home. Somewhere beyond drunk and probably also stoned. 

Just somewhere else. 


| checked my phone one last time. 
615 am. 


| needed to get up in I5 minutes anyway. 

| felt knackered and | needed to go to work in about an hour. 

Why did he do this to me? 

He knew | was worried sick and he did not even spend one thought on me and how worried | was. 

At least that was the impression he gave in these nights, when he got shitfaced with his friends. 

That's why | hated it so much when he is off to this so called "band practice" evenings. 

Might be they were really working on their music, | didnit really doubt that actually, but it was what came 
after those band practices that really drove me over the edge. 

These boozing session, which never ended before the dawn and with him being sick the whole day. Puking his 
guts out and then telling me how much he regretted it and that he would never ever do it again. The 
resolution was only good until the next day or better, the next band practice. 

| was so sick and tired of him promising he would never do it again and then breaking his promise as soon as | 
turned my back on him. 

| loved this man from the bottom of my heart and | would have done nearly anything for him, but with this 
last night alone and worrying, he had just pushed me too far. 

No more waiting for him the whole night and hoping he would come home early, sober and would crawl under 
the blankets to cuddle and comfort me. 

Back when we started dating, when he stayed at my place or | was with him in his tiny one room flat, there 
was nothing | enjoyed more than falling asleep in his arms and waking up next to him the next morning. 

But now, after we moved in together, something had changed and it wasnit for the better. 

He changed. 

| knew, there was a dark and depressive side to him. Something he tried to hide and guard as good as he could, 
but during the last few months this dark part of him grew and when | looked now into his eyes, the bubbly 
and funny man | fell head over heels for, was missing. 

Only the broken soul, the man who had suffered from something very horrible and hurtful was there and he 
tried to hide this from me so he wouldn't worry me. 

Maybe it worked for his fans and the girls he met during the night at bars, but it didn't work for me. 

| knew him way to well to fall for his masquerade and his "I am all happy and ok" face he chose to wear for 


the last months. 


Slowly | dragged myself out of my bed and to the bathroom. 


The picture in the mirror was anything but beautiful. 

Dark circles under my eyes, which were bloodshot and | was white as a sheet. 

These nights were costing me dearly and | was glad to have a boss who did not really ask questions as long as 
| got my work done in the office. 

| splashed some water in my face and | hoped it would wake me up. 

With the toothbrush between my teeth | was making my way to the kitchen and started the coffee machine, 
which | had already loaded last night. 

Wisely, | had added already enough coffee for him and me because | knew he would need lots of it. 

While brushing my teeth | walked back to the bathroom, spit the stuff in the sink and then took a shower with 
the hope, this would get some life back into my really tired body. And it worked, for a few minutes until | had 
to turn the water off and get dressed and ready for work. 

| wrapped the towel around myself, brushed my hair and then got dressed before | used some mascara to 
make me a bit more presentable. 

The coffee was ready. | grabbed my mug, filled it, added milk and then closed it with the silicone lit, which was 
with it, so | could drink the coffee in the bus on the way to work 

Whoever invented those reusable mugs with the lit was a genius, since the coffee stayed warm inside it for 
much longer. 

While | grabbed my handbag, searched for my keys and my phone, | heard a key in the door. 

He was home. 

| closed my eyes for a second, took a deep breath and then grabbed my coat, scarf and the handbag with the 
keys, which were in my handbag the whole time, threw the phone into my handbag and grabbed my coffee. 
He needed a lot of time to open the door and | could hear him laugh. 

| sighed. 

| knew what was about to happen next. 

He would open the door, too drunk to be standing straight, leaning against the doorframe, laughing and the 
worst, probably not alone. 

Why was | doing this to myself? 

Why was | not leaving him? 

My inner voice was screaming at me, | should pack my stuff and leave him for good. 

But my heart told me again and again, how much | loved him and how much | would miss him, when | left him. 
It was also quite convinced, that | wouldnit make it through one day without him because it would shatter into 
a million pieces. 

But everything changed the second | opened the door and he was there. 

As | already feared, he was not alone but with someone else other than who | expected. 

Instead of his best buddy or wino, he was holding a blond bimbo in his arm and she was giggling all the time, 
nibbling on his ear and grinning like a Cheshire cat. 


"Hey babe" he babbled and nearly fell with that bimbo in his arm flat on his face on the floor of the flat. 
"Whereyagoing" he asked and started to laugh and kissed her in front of me. 


"I am off to work" | sighed muted and pushed my way pass them. 


"Stay. Weill have some fun . thethreeofus." 


Again that girl in his arm was giggling. 

She was as drunk and high as he was. 

| turned away from them because | felt some tears coming. 

Without a word | left them and | knew, this was the final straw for the relationship. 

| always suspected he was cheating on me but | had never had proof. 

This time, he brought the proof right into our home and something inside of me broke. 
Something shattered into a 1000 pieces and | knew right away, this was broken beyond repair. 
Nothing would ever be the same after this morning. 
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"Sweetie what's wrong with you." 


My colleague made me jump. 


| looked at her and shook my head. 
"Lam fine. Just tired" 


"Yeah sure. You are just staring to the screen and.. Honey what's wrong were you crying?" 


Damn my eyes. 


| knew they were bloodshot after this night but | forgot they might give away that after seeing him with this 
girl in our flat, our home, | was crying on the way to work. 

He never hurt me that much and | couldnt understand why he would bring the bimbo into our home. 

Was there no love left for me? 

Didn't he care anymore for me and my feelings? 

My head sank to the table and | closed my eyes. 

Inside me the emptiness and hopelessness grew and | knew, | couldn't go on like this any longer. 


He would regret this again, as soon as he sobered up, but this time he had gone too far. 


"Sweetie?" 

| felt a hand on my shoulder and | looked up to my colleague and friend Sanna. 

"He was gone the whole night.. Again..", | said slowly, trying to hide the tears, which came right away again. 
"Oh honey...” 

She hugged me and looked at me. 

"Drunk again?" 

She knew what was happening the last months. 

Sanna and me had been friends since the University of Applied Sciences where we had studied together and we 
were more than happy to find a job in the same company as management assistants and now she was the one 
comforting me, while | tried to hide my tears. 

"Not only drunk" | answered her, while trying so hard to surpress my sobs but failing. 

She sighed and grabbed her chair to sit next to me. 

"Not only drunk? So he .." she lowered her voice, "He was on something else?" 

"| am not sure but it looked like that when he came home when | was about to leave. But even that, | would be 


able to handle, but..." 


| lowered my gaze and a single tear dropped between my feet on the carpet. 

| felt Sanna’s hand on my back and she tried to comfort me, but instead of making me feel better, | really lost 
it in the middle of the office. 

Sanna took my hand and got me to my feed, then she guided me to the bathroom and closed the door. 

She handed me a paper towel and kept holding my hand. 

| was leaning against the tiled wall. 

My knees got weak and | slid down then wall to sit on the floor. 

"Talk to me Silja’ she said with her soft voice and with my teary eyes | glanced up at her. 

"He..", | needed to take a deep breath to get the whole sentence out, "He was drunk and high and not alone 
when he came home." 

"Not alone? Did he bring of his drunken friends with him." 

"She was definitely not sober that’s for sure." 

"She?" 

"Yeah she. A blond bimbo hanging on him..." 

Again the tears started to run and Sanna sat next to me on the floor. 

"You must be kidding. He brought a bimbo to your flat?" 

| just nodded. 

What else was | supposed to do. 

"Oh fuck." 

Sanna was as shocked as | was and she pulled me into her arms. 

"Seriously he brought another woman to your home?" she asked with a low voice, but from the way she was 
asking | knew she didn't want an answer. 

She knew | wasn't kidding. 

"What am | supposed to do now?" 

| looked at my friend and | knew what | had to do but | wanted to hear, what she had to say to be sure. 
"You are so moving out. After work, we will get a few things from there and you can stay at my place until 
you find something new." 

"And what about Eero?" 

Eero was Sanna's boyfriend, they lived together for more than two years and they were happy without any 
big drama or huge fights. They just found each other and it seemed like, they would be living together until 
the end of their days. 

"He will be fine with this after | tell him what that idiot of your ex has done." 

Ex. 

| knew she was right and it was the only way to go on and call him my ex, break it off completely but it hurt 
so damn much. 

There were still so many feelings and emotions, when | thought of him. 

| still loved him, even after him bringing another woman to our home and probably having sex with her. 

It felt like walking bare food over broken glass just thinking about him doing another woman and it was even 
worse, having the thought, he might be sleeping with her right now in our flat and even in our bed. 

| started to gag with that thought on my mind and Sanna got worried. 

"Are you sure you can make it through the day?" 

"What else am | supposed to do? | cant go home, or better, to the place | called home the last year. | need to 
do something and work keeps me busy.. Even though | can hardly get anything done.” 


| knew, Sanna was worried and | tried to pull a smile, but it went horribly wrong. 

My face turned into a grimace and she pulled me back into her arms. 

"| dont know how to survive this..." | said with a broken voice and Sanna looked at me. 

"You will survive. He is not worth it. Not worth you crying a single tear for him. If he cant see what you did 
and are doing for him, then screw him. If he wants a bimbo in his bed, then he can have it but you are worth 
so much more." 

“But | love him... 

"I know you do but he is not worth your love. You deserve a loving and caring guy who is taking care of you, 
not someone who is drinking, talking whatsoever and fucking other women" 

| sighed. 

| knew she was right, but | was so sure, deep down in my broken and shattered heart, Teemu loved me too. 
Somewhere deep inside in his heart. Something just threw him off and he started to drink and do other things 
to drown the pain or whatever was haunting him. Sometimes, in the middle of the night, when he was home 
and sober asleep next to me, | woke up because he was mumbling in his sleep, tossing and turning and 
sometimes even fighting someone or something off. Something or someone was disturbing him. | always tried to 
talk to him the morning after but he shut down immediately when | asked and went straight for the bottle of 
Jack Daniels or whatever he could find in the evenings. 

He never told me and all | ever got for an answer was, that there was nothing wrong, and even if there was, 
he would manage it by himself. | shouldnt be worried. 

Well, | was always worried and as far as | could see, him managing it on his own only drove us as apart as we 
are now. Only brought us to the point, where he was cheating on me in our flat. 

"Silja stop thinking and finding excuses for his behavior. This is not normal and if he really uses drugs and 
alcohol to fight his demons, or whatever is haunting him, it’s not your duty to stand his shit and help him, 
when he is dragging you down and hurting you." 

She pulled me up from the floor and | looked at her. 

Once again she hugged me and told me she was there for me. 

| took a look into the mirror and was horrified. 

My mascara was all over my face, my eyes bright red, the eyelids swollen and face as pale as a ghost. 

With a wet paper towel | tried to get rid of the mascara lines, which had ran with my tears down my face and 
by using some cold water, | also tried to get some colour in my face. 

It did not help much but at least the mascara lines on my face were gone. | could leave the bathroom with 
Sanna. 

The day dragged on and during lunch break | wasn't even able to eat anything. 

My tummy was in knots and all | had was some water. 

"You need to eat something" Sanna said worried but | just couldn't. 

‘lam not hungry." 

She sighed and took an apple with her to the office. 

| knew she would try to give it to me until we were done for the day but | refused. 

My stomach just didn’t want food and just thinking of it made me feel sick. 

Especially when | thought of what would be waiting me back at home. 

Sanna was by my side when we stepped out of the elevator. 

| was shaking, not because | was afraid of him, but because | was scared what | would find behind the door. 


"Shall |..2" Sanna asked and | nodded in answer and gave her the keys. 


When the door was opened, we walked slowly into the flat. 

Sanna was in front of me. 

The clothes on the floor on the way to the bedroom said more than a 1000 words. 

My worst fears had come true. 

He had slept with her in our flat. 

In our bed. 

| had to fight my tears again 

"| go and get your clothes from..” 

"Thanks." 

She went into the bedroom, opened noisy closet and | sank on the couch. 

What happened to us? 

Why did it have to end like this? 

What went so wrong? 

"What the fuck are you doing here?" | heard Teemu ask and Sanna bristled with anger. 

"What do you think | am doing?" 

"What the fuck are doing with Silja's clothes? Where the fuck is she?" 

"What am | doing? Look to your right side you dumbass and then you'll know what | am doing.’ 

Silence. 

"Fuck." 

| heard naked feet on the laminate floor. 

"Dont even dare to talk to her. She does not want to see you ever again. How fucking disrespectful can you 
be? What kind of a sorry ass are you to drag some stupid fuck with you home and do her in your bed where 
just minutes before your girlfriend was worried sick because you didn't show up the whole damn night and didn 
‘t even think about calling her." 

"Get out of my way Sanna." 

"The hell | will." 

"| need to talk to her" 

"| don't care and neither does she." 

The door was opened and Sanna stepped out. 

"Let's go." 

She had a bag with my clothes. 

Just when | got up from the couch, Teemu stepped out of the bedroom. 

He looked like shit. | looked at him. 

"Come on" Sanna said softly and pulled me away from him. 

"Silja... Wait... Please..." 

He was pleading and | wanted to stop but Sanna didn't let go of my hand. 

"You know what he is going to tell you...” 

She was right, | knew what he would say and normally | would have gotten weak and would have forgiven him, 


but my best friend ensured, this time, | wouldn’t fall for him and his excuses. 


He followed us to the door and tried to stop me by grabbing my wrist. 
| shook him off. 


"| love you" he said in a soft voice and for the first time in months, | saw on his eyes the man | had fallen in 


love with. Again my eyes were filling with tears and | felt like breaking apart. 
The elevator arrived and Sanna opened the door. 


"Don't go..." 


"You know it’s too little too late" | answered and with tears falling from my eyes | turned around and stepped 
into the elevator. 


"I will pick up the rest of my stuff another day and leave the keys. You destroyed everything. There is no 
turning back this time. Get some help and maybe then we'll be able to talk” 


The door closed and the cabin moved. 


